[5i6]
" And that leads me to think that, after all, this outlandish architecture of their new building may not be such a bad idea. People don't like things to be too severe. The lack of solidity, the lack of stability about this daubed ironwork doesn't strike them. What tickles them is the showiness of it. It attracts them like a new toy. Indeed, I'm rather surprised at what you said just now. It shows that you have an opinion of your own."
Wazemmes blushed modestly. He was careful not to say, or even to think, that he had only repeated one of Roquin's favourite remarks during his evening talks with his uncle Miraud.
They followed the Quai de la Megisserie, where the stalls of the seedsmen and sellers of live stock began. They were to be found in even greater number the other side of the Place du Chitelet, on the Quai des Gesvres. Little coloured packets of seed. Tiny pots of flowers. Hirsute bulbs. Gold-fish in their bowls. A squirrel in a revolving cage. A parrot shifting from one foot to the other on his perch. Opposite, up against the parapet, the stalls of the secondhand booksellers, with their lids raised. In spite of the sun, the sellers, nipped by the wind from the Seine, pulled up their mufflers around their ears and rubbed their hands.
" I'was talking about the Louvre. All the same, the rise of the Cognacqs is not so dazzling as Chauchard's. They are still shopkeepers. But look at him 1 Of course, it's gone to his head. But there was no reason why it should___"
Haverkamp reflected, with his head a little on the left side, and his eyes resting on shimmering roofs, the lights on walls, the river in the distance. He avoided people and things in the way without looking at them. His tall body was agile.
** Anyway, that time is over. Don't misunderstand me. The big shops already in existence may go on developing.
One or two new ones may even be founded, although-----
What I mean is that business of that kind is in slow process of coming to a standstill. You need to invest a lot of capital